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Summary: Astrid is prepared. Finally, after years of hard practicing 
and concentrat ion, she's here. Berk's Honor Symphonic Orchestra. What 
she doesn't expect, is to find that the first chair clarinet 
player/leader of the auditions wasn't the shriveled up old man she 
expected. Henry Haddock, or also known as. Hiccup. He's so 
frustrating. So clumsy, and yet he pulls at her 
heartstrings . 


Heartstrings 
**Dun dun duuuuuun ! ** 

-k ^ YG S * ^ ^ 


**It's here! ** 

* *Heart strings ! 

**Yeah, I know, 

**But it wasn't 
: T Sorry ! * * 

**XxXxXxXxXxXxX 


* * 

I have WAY too many other stories 
long before I snap again and make 


* * 


going on. ** 
another multi-chap 


The young, blond 21 year old gripped the steering wheel tightly, 
making a left up the road on the hill. 

Finally she stopped, carefully parking into the packed parking 
lot . 

"Odin, I'm finally here..." She huffed as she pulled out the key. She 
reached over next to her, and snatched up the audition sheet music 
she chose to do and her sleek, black flute case. 

Gripping the worn handle, she stepped out of the car before slamming 



the door shut. Making sure she locked it, she patted her black 
concert dress, smoothing out any wrinkles. 

Thanking the Gods she chose to wear flats instead of heels, she 
opened the large double doors into the large building. 

A blast of noises surrounded her. 

Around the large room were numerous people playing, tuning, and 
wiping their instruments. 

The tubas let out deep, bellowing sounds along with the ufoniums. The 
bass clarinets were playing their solos, each note rich and 
beautiful . 

French horns fingered each note carefully, percussionists banging on 
bass drums, gongs, Chinese symbols, and more. 

Over to her right were the rest of the wood winds. Alto saxophones 
let out their ringing tone, the clarinets soft notes singing. The 
oboe was loud and sweet, the flutes cheery and high. 

Strings were all playing together in harmony, the sound beautiful and 
soothing . 

"Astrid!" A voice called from her left. 

She turned her head to see Rachel, who prefers to be called Ruffnut, 
holding her trombone in one hand and waving frantically with the 
other . 

Astrid walked to her, smiling slightly. "Hey, Ruff." 

"So, you made it, eh?" Ruffnut snickered, buzzing a little into her 
mouthpiece . 

"Duh." She snorted, shuffling so she could tuck the music underneath 
her shoulder. 

"You might want to set up first. They won't let you once 
auditioning," Ruffnut said, pointing to Astrid' s small case. 

Rolling her eyes, Astrid crouched to the ground and unlatched 
it . 

She handled her gold tipped head joint first, then taking out the 
middle joint and attaching them. After making sure the hole aligned 
with the keys, she twisted on the foot joint. 

After checking it was correctly assembled, she shut her case and 
relatched them. 

"So..." Ruff trailed off, blowing a low B flat before grinning. "You 
excited? " 

Astrid smirked. "I wouldn't be here if I wasn't, right? Anyway, 
where's your brother?" 

"The idiot's over there with his 'Concussion' buddies." Ruff said, 
pointing over to Thomas 'Tuffnut' Thorston. He was in the percussion 



section, snapping a fast rythm into a snare drum. 

"What is he doing?" Astrid squinted her eyes, seeing him then shove 
one wooden stick up his nose. 

"Ignore him." Ruffnut sighed, before shaking her head. 

"Snotlout over there, " She said, jerking her head to the tuba 
player . 

Scott was doing a B flat concert scale, before fooling around and 
starting to high five his friends. 

Astrid snorted, and plopped down into a plastic chair next to 
Ruff . 

The taller girl started practicing her music, Astrid just 
watching . 

"You missed the E flat." She pointed out, raising her finger to the 
said note. 

"Oh, Loki be damned. I'm never going to get in if I keep on messing 
up like this," Ruff hissed, emptying her water in irratation. 

Astrid laughed. "Calm down, you'll do fine." 

"Easy for you to say," Ruff barked back. 

"Thorston, Rachel." A voice called, and they looked over to a stage 
door where a large, blond man was holding a clipboard. 

"Oh, that's my cue." Ruffnut grunted, swiping up her music. 

"Good luck." 

And Ruff was now gone. 

Astrid sighed, drumming her fingers against her leg as she scanned 
over the multiple notes of her music. 

"Hofferson, Astrid!" Someone yelled. 

"Henry-" 

"Mr. Haddock-" 

"Look, look, it's really him!-" 

A sudden crowd blocked the door in which the voice had called her, 
and she scowled as she pushed and shoved her way through. 

"Move it!" She barked, not getting why these girls would suddenly get 
in her way. 

"I said move!" She shouted, and squeezed through a space between two 
girls. She was finally at the door, and huffed as she patted her 
braid and made sure she was still presentable. 


Throwing nasty looks at the females, Astrid slipped in through the 



doors, the noise immedietly dying down as they closed behind 
her . 


"Gods..." She growled quietly in frustration, before walking more 
down the short hallway. Soon she arrived at the stage, where there 
was a black music stand and a chair. In front of the small stage was 
a large, plastic white foldable table, and a chair behind 
it . 

Concluding that the judge had to go get something, Astrid strode 
confidently to the chair and sat down. 

She placed her music on the stand, making sure she could see the 
notes clearly. Both pages were slightly wrinkled from her furious 
note taking, pointing out the accidentals and the key signature. 

She had counted and clapped multiple times, making sure her rythm was 
perfect . 

"Uh, Astrid Hofferson?" A voice asked hesitantly. 

Astrid jumped slightly in surprise, and turned around to see a young 
man sitting in the chair behind the desk. 

His eyes were fixed on her application sheet, and her eyes were 
staring at him. 

"Right, ok." He muttered. He raised his shockingly deep green eyes to 
meet her blue ones. 

He grinned crookedly, and folded his arms on his desk. "Please 
start . " 

"Start- oh, right." She said, sitting down and smoothing her 
skirt . 

She raised her flute and turned on her right side a bit. 

Tentively she started the melody. 

Start slow. Speed up. 

The notes became faster and faster, the tune washing over her as she 
kept her eyes fixed on the notes. 

Soon she was at the end, and she lowered the metal instrument before 
looking up at the judge. 

He was scribbling something into a file, most likely pointing out the 
few mistakes she (possibly) made and emphasising what he 
liked . 

"Alright, Ms. Hofferson." The judge said, raising himself to his 
feet. She looked at the small card clipped to the top of his white 
button down, where is said 'Henry Haddock'. 

"Although usually the final decisions are given out later, I think 
you'd make an exception." He smiled, his russet hair gleaming in the 
dim light. 



Astrid felt her cheeks heat, and thanked Odin that the lights were 
too low for him to see. "Sure." 

"Come this way, please, " He nodded, opening the double doors and into 
the hallway once more. 

He walked further down, his sneakers and her flats not making a sound 
against the tiled floor. 

At the last door, he turned the handle and opened it into a small 
room . 

Astrid walked past him, and he closed the door behind himself before 
going in. 

"He'll be here shortly," Henry said, going to the desk and shuffling 
through some files. 

"Wait, who?" 

"The composer." 

"What? ! " 

Henry grinned at her, his green eyes glowing. "You're in." 

"I don't-" 

"What he means is, you're in the orchestra." A thickly Scottish 
accented voice said from the door, interrupting her. 

A large, blond man came in, his mustache long and braided and a 
prosthetic arm and leg. 

"Gee, thanks for stealing my thunder, " Henry said sarcast ically , 
glaring at the hulking man. 

"Ah, you'll get over it." The man waved off, and walked unevenly to 
the desk. 

"Oh, Astrid Hofferson? Aye, your mother reccomended you... wonderful 
trumpet player, she was," Gobber said in a f ond/f riendly manner, 
looking over her application. 

"Yes." Astrid said, keeping her eyes on the floor and holding her 
flute prof essionaly . 

"Hiccup, go an' get me 'See You Tomorrow'." The large man demanded, 
shuffling some papers. 

"Hiccup?" Astrid muttered in confusion. 

Henry shot the man a dark look before facing his back to her and to a 
file cabinet instead. "It's what people call me." He says in a rather 
gruff and reluctant voice. 

Astrid could tell it was a touchy subject, and let her voice die down 
as to not aggravate him. 


"Here, Gobber." Hiccup sighed, passing a piece of sheet music to the 



blond . 


"Thanks. Now, Astrid, play the piece for me," Gobber instructed, and 
Astrid took the music from his hands before scanning it with her eyes 
quickly . 

"Wait, sight read it? But-" 

"Just go. I just want to hear what ye sound like." Gobber 
said . 

"Fine ..." 

**XxXxXxXxXxXxX ** 

Hiccup watched in a slight daze as the blond beauty started playing, 
her music quick and light as it should be. 

By Odin . . . '_ 

"Aye, she's got talent, that one," Gobber muttered quietly to 
Hiccup . 

"W-What? Oh, right, uh . . . " Hiccup stuttered. 

The larger man snickered, and Hiccup glared before looking back at 
Astrid . 

However, as he watched, the young 21 year old messed up on her A 
f lat . 

Her face started going bright red in embaressment as she lowered the 
flute . "Sorry . " 

"It's fine. Ye ' r in. Hiccup, " Gobber barked, catching the man who was 
spacing off. 

"Huh, wha-?" 

"Take her to yer office. Play a duet," The large man comanded. 

"Gee. Pushy, aren't you?" Hiccup said sarcast ically . "All right, 
come, Ms. Hofferson." 

"Wait, I have to- what?" 

"Come on, Ms. Hofferson. Gobber," He shot another sharp look to him, 
which Gobber just looked back innocently. "Requires me to personally 
investigate and listen to your music skills... _Privately_. " He 
muttered the last part, his cheeks going a soft pink. 

Astrid blinked, before nodding slowly. She gathered her audition 
music and the newly given sheet, before bowing respectfuly to 
Gobber . 

He waved her off, and made a shooing motion. "Now get out. Ye young 
'uns are makin' me feel older than normal." 

Hiccup bit back a smirk, and opened the door for her. She slipped 
past him, her hair lightly brushing against his outstretched 



arm . 


Hiccup immedietly coughed awkwardly, trying to cover up his raging 
blush . 

"Are you alright?" Astrid frowned, her blue eyes on him. 

"Y-Yeah, " He muttered, trying to ignore Cobber's smug look. "Just 
f ine . " 

**XxXxXxXxXxXxX ** 

**Sup peeps ! ** 

**Anyway, my next update will be Flight to the Rescue. Yay!** 

End 
f lie . 



